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In This Issue... 


The announcement of the closing of the Catholic School in Astoria some 
months ago prompted Shawn Hope to comb through the diary she kept as 
a child for references to her experiences as a student there. She typed out the 
entries she had originally written in long hand in 1965 at the age of thirteen, 
then made several visits to the Heritage Museum to check the old city direc- 
tories for names of people and places that appear in it. We asked Shawn if 
we could use some of her entries in the diary for Cumtux not just because it 
reminds us of places we remember in Astoria almost fifty years ago but also 
because it reminds us of ourselves at thirteen. 

Larry Thompson recently donated some items belonging to his family. Along 
with them were copies of the letters his grandfather wrote to his grandmother 
about the voyage he was making from the Columbia River to Panama, a trip 
that was pleasant at first, but not for long. 

Judy Wilson sent photos of one of her Finnish relatives, Astoria photographer 
Fred Wilson and his wife along with biographical information on them. 

Also in this issue are updates on earlier Liverpool Jack and Mayor Harley 
stories we've printed before. 


—The Editor 
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CUMTUX: Chinook jargon: 


“To know...to inform” 


A Voyage to Remember 


75 YEARS OF THOMPSON FAMILY 
MARITIME HISTORY 
BEGAN IN ASTORIA 


Prepared by Lawrence L. (Larry) Thompson 


William G. Thompson and Lizzie 
Eaton were married October 23, 1881 
in Missouri. This union produced a 
total of nine children, the oldest being 
my grandfather, Edward Marion 
Thompson, born August 22, 1882. ‘The 
entire family migrated to the northwest 
some years later where my great grand- 
father homesteaded land in Montesano, 
Grays Harbor County, Washington. I 
do not know exactly how or when my 
grandfather landed in Astoria along 
with his brother Pierce, however it 
would have been about 1903. Rumor 
had it that Pierce was shanghaied from 
the Astoria waterfront, I believe, in 1906 
however a note from my grandfather to 
his father (undated) stated that there 
were no ships in port at that time of 
his disappearance and suspects that he 
simply drowned in the river. 

Y GRANDFATHER was working 
M: a quarantine officer for the 
U.S. Government aboard a ship at 
the mouth of the Columbia River 
at the time of his marriage to my 
grandmother Anna Willoughby on 
October 6, 1906. The Willoughby 


family had migrated from Kansas. 
This marriage produced three chil- 
dren all born in Astoria: Pierce (1907), 
my father Edward L. (12/27/1908) and 
Beatrice (1909 or 10). 

An obvious yearning for the sea 
resulted in my grandfather taking the 
boat to Portland where he took the 
examination (May 14 and 15, 1907) 
for his Marine Engineers License for 
steam powered vessels. Thereafter 
he began sailing coastwise freighters 
primarily hauling lumber from north- 
west ports to California. I recall these 
vessels being called steam schooners 
because they also carried sails in 
addition to being powered by steam 
engines. Following this, he began 
longer voyages throughout the world. 

Life at sea in those days was a 
sometimes rather harsh existence. I 
am enclosing a series of letters writ- 
ten as a diary and transcribed by my 
sister, during a voyage from Astoria 
(departed January 3", 1919) to Panama 
(arrived February 2, 1919). This diary 
describes life and working conditions 
in some detail which were difficult at 


2 CLatsop County Historica SOCIETY 





EpwarpD Marion THOMPSON. CA. 1906 
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THE THOMPSON FAMILY CA. I914 
LEFT TO RIGHT: STANLEY PIERCE THOMPSON, BEATRICE THOMPSON, ANNA 
WILLOUGHBY THOMPSON, LAWRENCE THOMPSON, AND EpwarpD M. THompson 
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times. 
While food was 
plentiful, fresh vegetables 
were not. I recall stories of how 
he and his friends would literally 
consume crates of lettuce, cabbage 
and other greens upon returning to 
Astoria to restore their proper vitamin 
levels. From Panama he signed on 
another ship going to Puerto Cabala, 
Venezuela, then to Barbados, British 
West Indies via Trinidad. Departing 
Barbados, he sailed to Gibraltar then 
back to New York from which he took 
a train back to Astoria, arriving home 
some time during June 1919. 

It was on these voyages he acquired 
many objects from various parts of the 
world which became family keepsakes. 
A walrus tusk cribbage board was 
passed on to my father, then to me and 
to my daughter Lauri Thompson Gill. 
The tusk contains two sets of scrim- 
shaw carvings. On the top is the 
original Inuit scrimshaw circa 1900 
and on the other side is scrimshaw 


added at a later date which has 
my grandfather’s initials E. T. and 


Engineers Beneficial 
Association. 
The Marine Engineers Beneficial 


Association is the oldest maritime 
trade union in the United States still 
currently in existence, established in 
1875. The union came into existence 
primarily resulting from safety con- 
cerns due to engine room fires, boiler 
explosions and intolerable working 
conditions. My grandfather was 
very active in this organization as 
evidenced by the framed photograph 
furnished to you. The photo taken in 
front of the White House, Washington 
D.C., on January 26" 1917, is of the 
delegates to the M.E.B.A. convention 
and my grandfather is standing next 
to William Howard Taft. Taft left 
the White House in 1913 and didn’t 
become Chief Justice until 1921. At 
the time of this photo I believe he 
was legal counsel to the union as 
well as serving on various boards and 
commissions. 

At the end of World War I, the 
union had more than 22,000 mem- 
bers and came under attack by the 


a the symbol of his union, The U.S. Shipping Board, 
< = Marine led by Y 
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WALRUS TUSK CRIBBAGE BOARD 
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FROM INSET ABOVE, LEFT TO RIGHT: 
WiILLt1AM Howarp Tart, Epwarp M. 


THOMPSON, AND UNIDENTIFIED. 


William S. Benson. As a result wages 
were cut, manning [manpower] cut as 
well as overtime without compensa- 
tion. By 1934 MEBA was down to 
4,848 members. In the early twenties, 
my grandfather’s union activism 
caught up with him and family lore 
has it that he was effectively “black 
balled” from going to sea. 

Tug boating then began in the 





bak tial Ly we ay 


. oie 
MarINE ENGINEERS BENEFICIAL ASSOCIATION DELEGATES, 


Thompson family. My grandfather, 
Edward M. Thompson, worked on the 
Columbia River for a time and then 
moved to Grays Harbor, Washington 
in 1924. In early December, 1928 he 
was lost overboard on the tugboat 
Hoquiam in Grays Harbor. His body 
washed ashore approximately three 
months later. However, the story 
about our family does not end there. 
At the time of his death, sons Pierce 
and my father Edward were already 
working aboard tugs. The night of 
my grandfather’s death, December 
4'", 1928, my father (one year out of 
high school) was fireman aboard the 
tug Reliable in Grays Harbor. My 
uncle Pierce and my father spent their 
entire working lives aboard tug boats, 
retiring in 1973 and 1974 respectively. 
(see side bar article, page 13) 

As for myself, while I did not 
pursue tug boating as a vocation, 
apparently some marine influence was 
instilled in me and I spent eleven years 
(1970-1981) building pleasure boats. 

The author Lawrence L. Thompson 
also sent the May 6, 1977 issue of 
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Wuite House, WASHINGTON, D.C. JANUARY 26TH, 1917. 


Spokane magaznie containing an 
article about when he became president 
of Fiberform, the nations fifth largest 
small boat builder. 

During my childhood I had the 
good fortune of being able to spend a 
part of each summer vacation aboard 
the tugs with my dad. I recently read 
an old letter which my father had 
written to his mother in the summer 
of 1920 (he would have been twelve 
at the time) from the steamship on 
a voyage with his father carrying 
lumber to Los Angeles. These were 
wonderful opportunities and experi- 
ences that had a profound influence 
in shaping young lives and a love of 
boats. It is unfortunate that most 
children today do not have the chance 
to share time with their fathers in 
their work. 

Our family affiliation with the 
maritime industry thus ended in 
1981 when the current generation all 
pursued different careers. 

The following letter was written by 
my Grandpa Thompson to Grandma 
Thompson (who later was Grandma 


Nelson) in 1919. It is all one letter, 
written like a diary, during the trip 
from Astoria to Balboa [Panama]. 


At Sea Jan 3rd, 1919 

Dear Anna: 

Well I can’t say that I have enjoyed 
any of the trip yet. Itis 4a.m.and lam 
just off watch. I have the 12 to 4 watch. 
Can’t write anymore, am too sick. 

Still Jan 3, but 6 p.m. Am feeling 
fine now. Ate a good supper. Worked 
like a good fellow this afternoon from 
12 to 4. Haven't fed the fish since mid- 
night although I was awful sick this 
morning. At noon J ate a little soup 
and kept it down. I am real proud of 
myself tonight, I actually smoked a 
cigarette and enjoyed it. 

Just off watch: no, not just off 
watch because it is 5 a.m. Jan. 4‘" and 
it took me some time to wash up, and 
then it took me a good deal longer to 
get enough to eat, I’m all right now, 
can eat and smoke all I want and it 
don’t bother me anymore. 

It just got foggy and they are blow- 
ing the whistle to beat the band, we 
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have had clear weather and smooth 
sea until now; it is still smooth. They 
had the sail up on the fore and main 
mast today, that is, I meant yesterday. 
I didn’t notice whether it is still up or 
not. I am getting sleepy so goodbye 
for this time. 

Still Jan 4th 10 a.m. 

Up again, but too late for break- 
fast, and I would appreciate it this 
morning. It is still foggy. We are only 
making 5 2 knots so we ain’t setting 
the world afire. Yesterday at noon, 
we were 126 miles South. I think we 
should be off Fire Island sometime 
today. 

jan gs” 

Well, Anna, this is Jan 5". Just 
washed up and ate lunch. I had a dirty 
job yesterday overhauling the fuel 
pump, but I made her work. ‘There is 
sure a fine bunch aboard here, and it 
is like living in a first class hotel with 
a little work on the side. I washed 
clothes this morning. I wished I had 
my license with me, would try and get 
at least a 2nd ticket. 

O say, that letter was sure a surprise 
to me, you are sure all right. Well you 
can bet that with all my new experi- 
ence and surroundings that I won't 
forget you, but you know I won't. I 
think this trip will be a great thing 
for me and you also. It all seems like 
a dream, and it all seems so strange 
to me, to think that I tried to get two 
other men for this job, never dream- 
ing that I wanted it and then wake up 
out here at sea. 


Friday Jan 10th 

Well, it has been a long time since 
I wrote you but Iam not altogether to 
blame when it is taken into consider- 
ation that many things have happened 
since I wrote you last. It is not by any 
means that I didn’t think of you and 
the kids but when I tell you that I 
started in at noon one day and worked 
straight through until 4 a.m. the next 
morning in an awful heat, you should 
excuse me. Well, to begin with we 
salted our boilers just the same as all 
the rest of the steamers leaving the 
Columbia River have done. But by 
God we didn’t leave them stay salty. 
We made our own water, blew them 
down and washed them at sea and 
not only that, we kept the engines 
going all the time except that they 
have back stopped a few times to keep 
up. We also renewed all the gaskets 
in the flanges of the main steam 
lines. There has been lots of work in 
the engine room so far but barring 
unforeseen trouble and accidents, I 
think everything will be all right from 
now on. At any rate, she sure is going 
fine now, no trouble at all. I didn’t do 
a thing my last watch but sit on a box 
under the ventilator but it was about 
time I was catching up some of the 
energy that I have lost the last 5 days. 
We sure have had nice weather all the 
time. That is smooth and calm, but 
today is the first entire sunshiny day 
that we have had. It was 112 degrees 
in the engine room this afternoon but 
it was nice on deck. It is now 11 p.m. 
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and just before I started writing you I 
was up on deck and it sure was great. 
‘The stars were shining and nice cool 
breeze was blowing and the old ship 
just had a lazy roll. It was fine and I 
wished you were here. Well, I will be 
back just as soon as I can. We are off 
the Mexican Coast some place about 
1200 miles from the mouth of the 
Columbia River, but we are a long 
ways out to sea. There ain’t even a 
seagull to keep us company anymore. 
The Mess kid said this evening that 
we passed two other vessels today. 
I said the hell we did? He said yes 
we did but they were so far away we 
didn’t see them. I suppose someone 
had sprung it on him. Well Pll knock 
off now, got to get something to eat, 
then go down below for four hours. 
Goodbye little girl. 

Saturday Jan. 11, 1919 

Well little girl it seems a long time 
since I saw you and I sure will be 
glad to see you again. I just paid my 
boys a visit. I have a good bunch on 
my watch. Clifford (I call him Cliff), 
the oiler, is a state of Mainer and 
talks like an Englishman, but I can 
always rely on him. Buster, the coal 
passer isa Montana Miner, rough but 
a good fellow. Then Geo. Garvis the 
Fireman I can depend on and last but 
not least is Finigan, the rattle brained, 
happy-go-lucky comedian of the ship. 
Just ask me when I get back what a 
bulls breakfast is, also what a ball 
bearing lady is and [’ll tell you. I play 
the Chief several games of crib every 


night. There is a good bunch aboard 
this ship except the 1“ assistant and 
he is a crank. Well, I guess I wrote 
enough tonight. It sure was hot today, 
112 in the engine room. 

Jan 14" (Tuesday) 

Well, little girl, the time is dragging 
slow. We are out 12 days today and | 
understand that at our present rate 
of speed we have 36 hours to run yet 
before we are half way. I think it is go- 
ing to bea long tiresome trip before it 
is done. Last night it was 118 degrees in 
the engine room in the coldest place 
and I am sure it was all of 140 on the 
upper grating, but it is colder today. 
We had a little rain this afternoon 
and tonight we have got a head wind 
which will hold us back some. It 
sure will be more comfortable in the 
engine room. Well, as I am going to 
have many days to write yet, there is 
no use to write it all one day. We sure 
have all different kinds of weather. It 
is really nice up on deck on a bright 
moonlit night. I think it was last nite 
that I was examining the moon with 
the glasses. Tonight it is cloudy and 
the sails are flapping in the wind and 
the vessel is rolling and tossing around 
but still it is really pleasant on deck as 
the wind is nice and warm but on, if 
we could only see an island just a little 
chunk of dirt or pass another ship it 
would not be so bad; but water, water, 
and then more water is all we can see 
and now and then a stray seagull. 
Well, good night little girl. 
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Jan. 18, 1919 Saturday 

Well, a few more lines. The biggest 
news was a waterspout this morning 
about 9:30 a.m. The excitement on 
board woke me up. I was stark naked 
just the way I had slept with the 
electric fan going, as it is confounded 
hot. Well, when I woke up I heard 
someone say waterspout and I looked 
out the porthole in my room and 
I could see it plain but it is hard to 
describe. The water seemed to be com- 
ing down in [a] column. I got excited 
and was going to get a picture of it 
but there was no empty film reel so I 
was up against it. The Captain swung 
the ship off her course and shot into 
the column of water. It looked foolish 
to me but I guess he knew what he 
was doing. Yesterday at noon, it was 
sure hot, not a breath of air. Then 
all at once it commenced to rain or 
pour down is a better expression. It 
is getting hotter all the time. The 
engine room is almost a hell hole, 
but I seem to be standing it pretty 
good. Maybe you can get some idea 
when I sleep naked with the electric 
fan going. Well, I still play the Chief 
a game of crib every evening, but he 
generally skins me just the same as 
Dad Willoughby. Say, I want you to 
keep this letter as it may remind me 
of most of the happenings. We saw a 
few sharks today and several turtle. 

Gee but I hate to wash clothes, it is 
my hardest job and I insist on being 
clean. I took a sponge bath day before 
yesterday with fresh water and a real 


swim in the bath tub today with salt 
water. We are very short of fresh water, 
but think we have enough to get by 
with. I had trouble in the engine room 
the other night and had to stop both 
engines about five minutes or long 
enough to cut in the bilge pump to 
do the work of the circulating pump 
which went on the bum, but I got 
her fixed up and everything working 
inside of half of an hour. Well I am 
going to lay down a little while before 
I go on watch again so good night 
little girl. 

Jan. 20, 1919 

Well, we had some trouble yester- 
day. Both boilers let go. Well we had 
to work like hell to get them fixed up 
again so I am about all in. Three or 
four of the boys got over the side the 
other day for a swim while we were 
broke down. Well the news part of it is 
that one of them (my coal passer) was 
almost grabbed by a shark. I guess he 
would have been a goner if the other 
boys had not called to him. There are 
lots of turtle floating on the water but 
we haven't been able to catch one. It 
is sure getting hot. It was better than 
1330 the other day in the engine room 
put me in mind of a bunch of devils 
down in hell. Well, 1am going to quit 
for tonight. Well just another word as 
I wanted to tell you that another tube 
just let go. Oh it is hell alright. 

Jan 22, Wednesday 11:00 a.m. 

I go on watch in an hour and have 
to eat during that time. Iam sweating 
to beat the band while I am writing 
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ABOVE: ONE OF THE SHIPS EDWARD THOMPSON SERVED ON. THE PHOTO WAS TAKEN 
WHILE THE SHIP WAS DOCKED IN HamBura, GERMANY IN 1922. 


BELOW: Epwarp’s CHIEF ENGINEER'S LICENSE, ISSUED NOVEMBER 23, 1927. 
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this, and all I got on is a thin black 
shirt and a pair of overalls. I don’t 
wear any underwear at all now. All I 
had on in the engine room last night 
was a pair of overalls and shoes. Well 
we are not going to make it to Balboa 
in any 22 days. If we make it in 30 
days I will think we are lucky. We 
are 20 days out today and we still 
have 11 hundred miles to go yet so 
you are going to be stewing to beat 
the dickens by the time you get this. 
Well I have to eat now so must quit. 

Jan 23, 1919 

Well, it is Thursday today and we 
are out of the Columbia River just 3 
weeks and still we have a thousand 
miles to go yet. The total distance is 
about 4,000 miles so we have made 
about 1,000 miles a week. From this 
basis we have a week yet before we get 
to Balboa. I never saw time go so slow. 
I sure am dead sick of this wagon and 
I do hope she holds out until we get 
there. If I go on a trip like this again 
I want to go on something that will 
run a little faster. I sure wish I was 
back home. At any rate this trip can’t 
end any too soon for me. 

Jan. 27, 1919 (Monday) 

Well little girl I just read your letter 
that you wrote me before I left and 
put in the writing tablet. It was sure 
a pleasant surprise—I have read it 
many times since I left. I also looked 
over all the pictures I have of you and 
the kids. I wish I could see you all as 
I feel homesick tonight. This has been 
anything but a pleasure trip. It has 


been mostly heart and [hard?] work, 
but it has been a good experience, but 
I sure wish it was all done. 

We are up against a shortage of fuel 
now. I hope to God it holds out until 
we get to Balboa because if it don’t, 
God only knows how long we will be 
getting there. This trip would be all 
right if you were only along with me. 
I understand that we are only about 
400 miles away. I am going to mail 
this just as soon as I get a chance, 
as I know you will be expecting it a 
long time before you get it. I think 
we will get in by the 29" or 30". If 
we don’t, maybe we won’ get in at all. 
Say, aren't you tired of reading this. 
I would be if I were you. Good bye 
for this time. 

Jan. 28 Tuesday night 11:30 p.m. 

Well, we sighted land today, the 
first in 26 days (except for an island). 
It sure looked good. We don’t expect 
to get to Balboa now until Friday 
noon. 

Thursday Jan 30” 

Just got up, not much time to 
write. We were out of sight of land 
again yesterday but she loomed up 
again today. Expect to get to Balboa 
tomorrow. I have to get something 
to eat and go on watch. So, bye Doll. 

Jan. 31st Friday evening 10:30 


p.m. 


Well, they claim that we are in the 
bay now and that we have been all day, 
but still about 95 miles from Balboa at 
noon today. The water looks different 
and the sun set on the opposite side of 
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Thompson and Tug Retire After 25 Years Together 

Everett, Wash., had an unusual dual retirement at the end of the year — skipper Ed 
Thompson and the tugboat Albert Schafer both ended their careers with Weyerhaeuser. 

After plying the waters of Grays Harbor area and the Snohomish River near Everett, 
Thompson could probably tell a lot of his own Mark Twain-type stories — hauling 
log rafts on a flooding river or against a tide, watching for a submerged deadhead, 
keeping track of the raft for possible breakup and many other hazards of daily life 
on the waterways. 

He maneuvered the 46-foot steel-hull craft up and down the Snohomish since 1968. 
Before that, he piloted the tug in the Grays harbor area since it was constructed in 
1948. The tugboat was trucked from there to Everett. 

Now, the tug is being replaced by a smaller one — partly because Thompson’s ability 
to handle the Albert Schafer on the tricky river would be hard to replace. 

Counting the time he worked for the tug company we bought in 1956, Thompson 
had a total of 40 years with us. During the years with the Albert Schafer, he had 
only one co-pilot over the years — his brother Pierce, who retired a year previously. 

From the Weyerhaeuser Company publication News, Vol. 3, No. 3, March 1974, 


page 1. 


the ship so I know we have changed 
our course. I think this will be the 
last sheet. Pll bet you have had some 
time to decipher this letter. I have 
never reread or corrected it. Well, I 
am going to quit now. 

Feb. 1* Saturday 10 a.m. 

Well, we are headed in to port now. 
Think we are still some 30 or 40 miles 
away yet as we can't see nothing but 
it is hazy. Well, little girl, perhaps I 
will see you before this reaches you 
as I don’t know how things are going 
to turn out for me. I didn’t take well 
on this ship for reasons I can explain 
better when I see you. I asked ??? to 
contend with in my life. It’s only for 
you and the kids that I go a mile 
farther in this ship than the first dock. 
Down inside of me I am boiling and 
can't do a thing, my hands are tied. 





Well everything must come to an 
end sometime and I think I can live 
through it. I do hope this finds you 
and the kids all right and that you will 
manage until I get back and believe 
me, I won't lose no time getting there 
either. [Edward m. Thompson doen’t 
explain what happened.] Well, I am 
going to leave these last few lines to 
put the finish on when I mail the 
letter. 

Sunday Feb. 2%, 1919 10:00 a.m. 

Well Dolly Dimples, we got along 
side of the dock at Balboa with a few 
wheelbarrow loads of coal left in the 
bunkers. I think we were some lucky 
at that. Well, good bye little girl for 
about a month more. I have to turn to 
for work in the engine room. 

With all my love to you and the 
kids. ...Ed& 
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The I. W. W. and W. WI 


BaRON VON SLAGEN, ASTORIA’S 
GERMAN Spy? 


By Liisa Penner 


aS Astorias Mayor Francis C. 
Harley’ actually a German spy 

by the name of Baron Von Slagen? 
Some agents for the U.S. Bureau of 
Investigation in 1917 believed that he 
was. Francis Clay Harley was mayor 
of Astoria from 1916 to 1918. The 
Bureau of Investigation, a forerunner 
of the Federal Bureau of Investigation, 
sent agents to report Mayor Harley’s 
every move and had agents trailing 
other residents of Clatsop County to 
gather enough information to arrest 
them. Documents in the case have 
been released and are available for 
anyone with a membership to Fold3. 
com, formerly known as Footnote. 
com. Some sample records gathered 
on Mayor F. C. Harley appear below. 
On August 1, 1917, Mayor F. C. 
Harley gave a talk to members of 
the LW.W. (Industrial Workers of 
the World, popularly known as 
“Wobblies”). The organization was 
labeled as subversive because it op- 
posed the U.S. entry into World War I 
which took place on April 6, 1917. The 
LWW. was active in the timber and 
other industries, using strikes and 
other means to persuade management 


to grant their demands, and asa result 
threatened to cripple America’s war 
industries. 

Notes taken from the speech were 
given to the Bureau of Investigation. 
On the same page was written 
“Records & photographs of Count or 
Baron Von Slagen arrested in Seattle 
Wash about 1905 and who is alleged 
to have done time in Michigan State 
Pen for forgery in Detroit bank may 
show F. C. Harley & he are the same 
person. 


REPORT ON SPEECH 
OF MAYOR HARLEY OF 
ASTORIA, OREGON, BEFORE 
AN LWW. MEETING.” 
BUREAU OF INVESTIGATION, 
CASE No. 71361 


Astoria, Oregon. August I, 1917 

Operator No. 76 reports as follows 
concerning Mayor F. C. Harley’s 
speech at the IWW.W. meeting here 
to-night. 

At 9:15 p.m. a man in a light suit, 
straw hat and cane; weight 200 
pounds and over, wearing goatee or 
chin whiskers, came into the I. W.W. 
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hall. He said on entering, “Hello, 
boys, how are you?” 

Secretary [Anson] Soper answered, 
“First, Mayor Harley, how are you?” at 
the same time calling out, “Say boys, 
this is the mayor of Astoria.” 

A number of voices could be 
heard saying, “How are you, Mayor 
Harley?” 

Harley then said: 

“Well boys, I am glad to see you 
have this fine meeting hall and 
certainly glad you boys are gaining 
in your membership. You are starting 
in the basement and if you keep up 
your good work you will soon have a 
building. I want you to know that I 
am with you and one of you. It was 
the working boys that put me in the 


office of mayor. I want you boys to 4 


know that I have received a number f 


of complaints, but I, myself, i : 
cannot see anything out of Aig 


the way and if you boys A 


go along as your} UL xf ; 
Nag 


have been, it won't 

be long until the 
bosses are sending for’ 
you as there are taxes? 
And, their machinery is 
all laid up bringing them 
in nothing in the way of } 
interest on the money 
invested. 

“Now boys, if 
you keep up the ~*~ 





ARR 


: 4 


em 
6 


good work you will win, but you 
must sit back and fold your arms and 
let the bosses come to you. You are 


G , 
Yi 


the machinery and they need you. 
At this time they are trying to get all 
the cream. The Government needs all 
the timber they can get and the bosses 
are going to get all they can for it and 


hil . 
ae Ver 
iy | i] 
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THIS CARTOON OF FRANCIS CLAY 
HARLEY APPEARED IN THE SEPTEMBER 
4, I9I5 ISSUE OF THE ASTORIA BUDGET. 
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TAMGE FROM THE Astoria Bupcet, Dec. 14, 1916 





Astoria Mayor Francis C. HARLEY 


ting is good you fellows will be -—— 
fools if you don’t get all you can. Now 
is the time to make them loosen up. 
‘The Bosses and the employers have no 
use for me but I am just as big as any 
one of them. May not have as much 
money, but am just as good; they have 
no use for me, but___ them. I don’t 
care and they know it. They know I 
will fight and fight with my fists and 
they went so far as to put me in jail 
and punch my nose. Say boys, I am 
going away to-morrow night, going 
back east. I just came from the east 
last Saturday. I want to tell you boys 
that I was in Washington in that big 
parade of the railroad men that went 
to the White House. Say boys, the 
parasite Congressmen got busy and 
gave them their 8 hours and there is 
no reason why you should not get it. 

“When I was a young fellow back 
east and I had a job and didn’t like it 
or didn’t like the boss I would tell him 
to shove the job in his____ and make 
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my get-away to the next town, and 
believe me, I could make the Johnnie 
O’Brien’ with a hop, skip and jump 
with any of the boys, get any train 
that was going and so it is with you 
boys. If you don’t get what you want 
in this town, try the next. 

“Say boys, stand your grounds and 
they will have to come to you and 
share the profit. Well boys, I am on 
my way. If you boys get into the ‘can’ 
you know me. If it is in my power 
you will get out and I will promise if 
you do get in, I will see that you are 
well cared for. 

“Some of the Bible-baked sons of 
____ wrote to Commissioner Wells 
(the State Insurance Commissioner) 
and told him the LWW. have started 
in this town and they were afraid you 
boys would burn up the town, in this 
way trying to increase the insurance 
on the people of Astoria. I wrote him, 
telling him that some of the fatty 

___ of this town were looking for 
trouble. I have been trying to find 
out who wrote him. I believe it is 
one of those sky pilot sons of ____ 
(pointing with his hand toward the 
hill on Eleventh Street). He is always 
whining around with a Bible under 
his arm and making trouble. Iam sure 
Iknewthe _ son of 
a___ and | will tell him some day. 

“Well boys, I come and go when I 
like and if they don’t like it, let them 
go takea at themselves. I am still 


mayor and they know I don’t give a 
damn. They know me. I will fight.” 
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Mayor Harley entered the LW.W. 
hall at 9:15, leaving at 9:30. At 10:05 
p.m. he met Chief of Police Grant and 
Desk Sergeant Dwyer at Patterson’s 
Cigar store. 


October 19, 1917 

H.T.G. Clabaugh, Esq. 

Box 455 

Chicago, Illinois. 

Dear Sir: 

Mayor Harley, of Astoria, Oregon, 
is reported by people of his town as 
being exceedingly Pro-German, hard 
up financially and his present activi- 
ties open to considerable suspicion. 

He is traveling around the country 
with a German-Swede mechanician 
claiming to have an airplane invention 
and under this cover has been secur- 
ing information from various motor 
and airplane plants regarding what 
is being done in the way of airplane 
construction for the Government. It 
is said he receives a salary of $50.00 
a month from Astoria, all of which is 
taken to pay debts in that city: that 
he never the less seems to have ample 
funds to travel all over the country. 

He is now said to be in New York 
at the Knickerbocker hotel and Mr. 
Offley is endeavoring to see what 
information he can obtain there. It 
seems, however, that his mail is be- 
ing forwarded to the La Salle Hotel, 
Chicago, and that his secretary is 
preparing to meet him in that city. 

Please arrange to be on the lookout 
for him and cover his activities while 


in Chicago. We have, of course, no 

proof as to the accuracy of the al- 

legations against the Mayor, but they 

come to us through the United States 

Attorney for the District of Oregon. 
Very truly yours, Chief. 


October 19, 1917 from Elton 
Watkins, Portland, Ore. 

In re: J. C. Harley, Miscellaneous 

Portland: 

On this date telegraphic request 
was received from the chief, asking 
to immediately ascertain the where- 
abouts of the above. Several hours of 
the day were utilized in locating him 
and the information transmitted to 
the Chief, which was to the effect that 
he was at the Knickerbocker Hotel, 
New York City, and a later telegram 
informing the chief that this man 
would leave for the LaSalle Hotel, 
Chicago, at any time. 


May 2, 1918 By P.M. Kemon, 
Washington D.C. 

IN RE: MAYOR F. C. HARLEY, 
ASTORIA, ORE. [?] ACTIVITIES 

At Washington— 

I today called upon Mr. Hurley of 
the Shipping Board in order to secure 
from him any possible information 
he might have concerning Subject, 
who in an interview with a reporter 
of the Portland Oregonian published 
April 7" belittles the stand this 
Government takes with relation to 
shipbuilding. Copy of the newspaper 
clipping re same is attached to the 
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original of this report. 

Mr. Hurley stated that he recalls 
Harley calling upon him and other 
members of the Shipping Board 
and referred to Subject as being a 
“typical Western hot-air artist who 
was prone to slap you on the back 
and call you by your first name upon 
introduction.” He stated that Harley 
just spoke in a general manner relative 
to shipping conditions on the coast 
and questioned him relative to the 
Government commandeering ships. 
Mr. Hurley said that Subject thought 
permission would be given for the 
building of certain ships in question 
but that it would not be possible for 
him or for the Shipping Board to waive 
the right to commander by reason of 
the authority conferred by Congress 
and which could not be waived. He 
said that it was a chance that had to 
be taken by all shipbuilders and that 
if they would commandeer it would 
be for the common good. 

Mr. Harley stated that subject 
was introduced, as he recalls by 
Mr. J. F. McLaughlin of the Mobile 
Shipbuilding Company, who have 
local offices on the 5" floor of the 
Woodward Bldg. 


Sept 12-18 

Astoria’s Morals 

In re F. C. Harley 

Page 2: Portland: 

In response to the Chief’s letter of 
September 5, 1916, initialed WEA:MF, 
directing a discreet investigation 


concerning Harley’s efforts to collect 
funds from the Chinese for the alleged 
purpose of bringing about favorable 
legislation, providing for the entry of 
Chinese into the United States, this 
agent respectfully begs to submit: 

This man has been notoriously 
heralded by the press. The Labor 
Unions are very active in opposing 
it [Chinese immigration] and it will 
probably reflect on the political future 
of Mayor Harley. 

The Bureau has a previous file on 
Harley, whose location was requested 
from this office by the Chief while 
Harley was in New York City in 
October last. 

Under date of August 1, 1917, an 
informant in the employ of this S. 
P. & S. Ry. by the name of John F. 
Cassidy made a report to the effect 
that he had been present when 
Harley made a speech to LW.W’s, 
which, under the present Espionage 
act, would be highly unlawful. It 
was all duly submitted to one of the 
Assistant United States Attorneys, 
who took up a great deal of time 
with Cassidy in discussing the case. 
The trouble, however, with Cassidy 
is that he is a professional stool and a 
jury would not believe him, although 
I am inclined to credit most of his 
report concerning Harley’s speech to 
the I. W. W. 

In and about the city of Astoria, 
Oregon, which is located at the 
mouth of the Columbia river, which is 
presumed without doubt the greatest 
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fishing locality in the United States 
proper, are several thousand Swedes 
and Finlanders. The Swedes as a class 
are questionable and the Finlanders 
are absolutely disloyal. They have vast 
political power in Clatsop county and 
this power Harley courts. These Finns 
live on raw fish and alcohol, as has 
previously been reported to you by 
wire. They obey no law whatsoever, 
and this agent is reliably informed 
that now that the fishing season is 
closed and the proper opportunity 
given for fish to enter the river and 
spawn, the fish school off the mouth 
of the river and come and go with the 
tide for several days before they enter 
the river. These Finns purse-seine 
these fish by the ton and if they don’t 
get their price of eight and ten cents 
a pound for them, they dump them 
overboard. They get all the whiskey 
they want off passing steamers while 
outside the three mile limit. Captains 
of vessels, who engage in this business 
are reported to this agent as making 
more money than the owners of the 
vessels. To and with this element 
Harley caters. He is their lender and 
adviser. He was a candidate for the 
nomination of Governor in this state 
recently. His popularity, however, 
was confined to his home county. 
Complaints have been entered against 
him by Col. Brice F. Disque, the mili- 
tary head of the Spruce Division here, 
who had a large military Intelligence 
Bureau here with branches at Astoria, 
and the same state of affairs exist 


with the Naval Intelligence which 
has a detachment at Astoria. The 
trouble began about a year ago when 
a police officer in Astoria by the 
name of Dressler, working in the 
Police Department at Astoria, had an 
altercation as an officer with soldiers, 
while intoxicated, with the result 
that some army officer arrested the 
policeman and the soldiers. It was 
either in connection with the same 
affair, or about the same time, the 
mayor became involved in a fist fight 
while intoxicated with this Chief of 
Police. There are so many enemies and 
agencies working on Harley at this 
time that it is very difficult to operate 
with any hope of success. 

The leader of Harley’s underworld 
activities in Astoria is one J. J. Kinney 
[Kenney]; also his brothers and a fel- 





J. J. KENNEY 
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FOREWORD 


a PW, more than at any other time in our history, 
LINC] a Americans should know something of their Con- 
wei stitution, and knowing it, understand it. Unfor- 


=|50 
{is=m] tunately, there is a profound ignorance existing 
as to the steps that may be taken towards making 


“ an amendment to this document. 


It is of transcendent importance that there should be clearly 
defined for the American people the duties of the President of the 
United States and those of the Supreme Court of the land, as well 
as pointing out the functions attached to the United States Senate 
and the House of Representatives. 


The Constitution welded together the Executive, Legislative and 
Judicial systems of our government, and has demonstrated to be 
the peer of all governmental systems on earth. It is, hy common 
consent, the most remarkable document ever conceived by the 
brain of man. 


The American nation, as a whole, is fearful of any deviation 
from the principles and doctrines as laid down by the signers. This 
great Constitution has afforded us the chart and the compass by 


which the “Ship of State’ has been guided through many tem- 
pestuous seas. It has withstood the storms and assaults of years 
and, despite the amendments made from time to time to meet con- 
tingencies, it still remains expressive of the will of the people and 
as such it will continue to be the guiding principle in domestie 
and international affairs. 


There is nothing in the whole life of America that is suggestive 
of tyranny or of oppression. There is nothing communistic in her 
ideals; there is no place upon her soil for the anarchist; and for 
those of similar belief, to exercise their pernicious views. 


We have now reached the most critical period in the life of the 
Republic. A misstep now and the structure, which our forefathers 
so diligently, faithfully and carefully built, may erumble to 
the dust. 


Author. 


..NATIONAL INSTITUE OF PUBLIC EDUCATION, COPYRIGHT 1951 
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low named Ford.” They control the 
bootlegging and prostitution. This 
agent’s reports will disclose that he 
caused the indictment of Kinney in 
San Francisco more than two years 
ago for violating the Mann act”, but 
never was able to bring the man to 
trial. The San Francisco office finally 
wrote the United States Attorney 
here and sent him the files in the 
case. The United States Attorney 
here promptly indicted Kinney, and 
if this agent knows anything about a 
Mann act case, there should be hopes 
entertained for Kinney’s conviction, 
which will materially affect the morals 
of Astoria. 

Mayor Harley spends a great deal of 
time in Portland. This agent sees him 
frequently at the Portland Hotel. He 
also visits at the Imperial Hotel. Iam 
informed that he always has more or 
less liquor with him. He is frequently 
accompanied by a woman, presum- 
ably his wife. This agent does not 
regard Harley as smart. He is simply 
of that class of potential criminals 
favored by the primary system in 
vogue in this state, which primary 
system is controlled by certain fisher- 
men’s unions in Clatsop county, and 
is it [it is] only a matter of time before 
Harley will be eliminated by the gen- 
eral public. This agent will, however, 
undertake to see what can be done to 
get at the facts concerning Harley’s 
activities among the Chinese. 

Notes: 

Unfortunately, the papers at Fold3. 
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com on Harley stop abruptly. We don't 
know what evidence they may have 
found. Mayor Harley must have been 
aware that the Bureau of Investigation 
had been tracking his movements and 
that they had attempted to build a case 
against him as a pro-German spy. His 
response was to write a book about 
the U.S. Bill of Rights. In 1954, F. C. 
Harley gave a copy of his book to Peter 
G. Cosovich, Mayor of Astoria. The 
book was copyrighted in 1951, thirty- 
three years after the documents reporting 
Harleys alleged spying. A copy is in the 
CCHS Collection, acc.# 96.048.023 

‘For more on Mayor F. C. Harley, 
see the book Astorians Eccentric and 
Extraordinary, page 158 and the Winter 
1997 issue of Cumtux, page 14, both on 
sale at CCHS . 

“See the Fall 2010 Cumtux for more 
on the Kenney family. 

™ The White-Slave Traffic Act of 
910 (ch. 395, 36 Stat. 825; codified as 
amended at 18 U.S.C. §§ 2421-2424), 
better known as the Mann Act after 
Congressman James Robert Mann, is a 
United States law which in its original 
form prohibited white slavery and 
the interstate transport of females for 
“immoral purposes”. Its primary stated 
intent was to address prostitution, im- 
morality, and human trafficking. While 
its ambiguous immorality language 
allowed selective prosecutions for many 
years, it was later amended by Congress 
to apply only to transport for the purpose 
of prostitution or illegal sexual acts. 
[From Wikipedia] 
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Scow Bay Resident 


LIVERPOOL JACK 


By the Editor 


CCHS Archives volunteer Michael 
Wentworth brought his great aunt’s 
photo album to the Heritage Museum 
recently to show us a photograph, 
dated August 1902, of an old resident 
of Astoria, labeled “Liverpool Jack.” In 
the 1990s, Charlie Haddix and John 
Acton had both written stories about 
Liverpool Jack that were printed in 
Cumtux and now by a set of strange 
coincidences we could finally see what 
this mysterious person looked like. We 
are now reprinting their stories about 
him and hope to further identify him. 

In the story by Charlie Haddix, he 
(Charlie) pretended to be the voice of 
the scow docked on Commercial Street 
between 16th and 17th streets. This 
landlocked scow was Charlies’ first 
home. He wrote about another scow 
in “Reminiscences of an Old Astoria 
House” in the Summer 1992 Cumtux, 


page 22: 


HAD A twin [scow] not far from 

where I lived. His place was on 
Exchange, a few yards east of Kelley’s 
Grocery that was on the corner of 17" 
and Exchange streets. He was a fas- 
cinating place. His owner was an old 
sailing ship seaman by the name of 
“Liverpool Jack.” All the kids around 
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that neighborhood, like James Kelley 
and young Haddix [actually Charlie, 
himself], used to visit the old sailor 
and hear the salty stories of bygone 
days, about ships of wood and men 
of steel... can recall once hearing 
Liverpool Jack’s house bragging that 
he was ona sand log about twenty feet 
below street level. His guests had to 
climb down what Jack called a “pilot 
ladder” to visit him. That was well 
and good for a sailor’s house, but a 
captain’s house, like me, has to retain 
his dignity. 

CCHS member John M. Acton was 
spurred by Charlie Haddix’s article to 
write his own memories in “Liverpool 
Jack and Others” in the Fall 1999 
Cumtux on page 38: 

Back in the late nineteen twenties 
Bernard Stacy and I were young 
teenagers in Astoria and had roughly 
parallel paper routes. His was the 
Portland News and mine The Portland 
Telegram, both long extinct. 

Our routes took us to Eighteenth 
and Exchange. On the southwest 
corner was a Chinese hand laundry 
and a little further south on the west 
side of the street below street level was 
a small shack, home to one “Liverpool 


Jack.” This area has been filled up to 
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IMAGE COURTESY OF MicHAEL WENTWORTH 
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“LIVERPOOL JACK”, AUGUST 1902 


street level now. 

Jack was an ancient land-locked 
sailor who always wore a once-white 
scarf around his neck. 

While on our routes we often 
dropped in to visit him and since we 
were both in the school harmonica 
band, we would play for him. He 
seemed to enjoy it immensely and 
would wave his arm in time to the 
music. 

We left him a paper on our first 
visit but he said he couldn’t read 
without glasses and he had none. 

His heating and cooking were 
accomplished with what was then 
called a laundry stove. It was longer 
than it was wide with four legs, a door 
for fuel at one end and two removable 
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round lids on top. The floor appeared 
to be dark dirt that sloped upward 
toward the bottom of the stove. I soon 
discovered that it wasn’t the garden 
variety dirt. 

There is a small fish called a tomcod 
that enters the river during the sum- 
mer and quite a few people used to 
catch them with a hook and line. Jack 
was one of these people. 

He kept a lard bucket on the stove 
and it contained some of those fish 
boiled in water, and we noticed that 
once in a while he would pull one out 
and eat the meat off like you would 
corn on the cob, but drop the tail, 
bones and head on the floor. That was 
the source of the “dirt” on the floor 
around the stove giving the place its 
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characteristic smell. 

He told us sea tales of sailing 
days and one was about a trip they 
made along the west coast of South 
America. They felt a heavy jolt, as 
if the ship had struck a rock and all 
hands came on deck to see what had 
happened. The lookout up on the 
highest mast yelled at them to look 
ashore. The Andes were in full view 
and it looked as if the whole lower 
slopes were wrapped in smoke. 

The captain advised that the rock 
they thought they’d struck was an 
earthquake transmitted through the 
water to the ship, also causing massive 
landslides on the mountains, and 
creating vast dust clouds that looked 
like smoke. [On January 31%, 1906, 
a magnitude 8.8 quake off the coast 
of Ecuador and Columbia generated 
a tsunami that killed at least 500 
people, according to the internet site, 
http://timelinesdb.com.] 

Jack told other tales of how fast 
their ship was and they always seemed 
to be skirting between some islands 
and the shore at high speed. 

In later years, thinking back, I 
suspect that he might have been a 
pirate or a smuggler. 

Sometime after Bernard and I 
stopped carrying papers, Jack was 
taken to the county poor farm on 
the Olney road where Walluski Loop 
road starts. It was a large southern 
colonial style building with huge 
white columns towering in front. 

The farm produced a lot of fruits, 





vegetables and meat, so the residents 
were well fed. I met a man later who 
had worked there and he confirmed 
that the food was plentiful. 

When one of the people wanted to 
go to town, they sat on a bench by the 
road in front of the building and the 
first farmer who came by would pick 
them up in his Ford or Chevrolet and 
take them in. 

On arriving at the farm, Jack’s stale 
clothing was removed and he was 
given clean underwear, socks, shoes, 
shirt and a pair of overalls to wear, 
also a ration of tobacco. 

His old shack was burned by the 
fire department and when I saw him 
later, he said, “If I had known it was 
this good, I would have been here 
long ago.” 

There was no electricity in the 
shack and when we asked, “How 
come?” “Using that stuff is shorten- 
ing the life of the earth,” he said. But 
he was impressed by airplanes and 
thought them a marvelous thing.” 


Who was Liverpool Jack and is 
there more to his story? Neither 
Charlie Haddix nor John Acton 
provided a surname for him. From 
their stories we know that Liverpool 
Jack was born in England. His first 
name had probably been either Jack 
or John. They said that he had been 
a sailor and had lived on an old scow 
near 17" or 18 and Exchange streets 
that was reached by climbing down 


a ladder. 
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After looking through the four 
U.S. census records from 1900 to 
1930 we found a likely candidate. The 
1900 census shows John Sayer living 
on a scow on 18" Street. He was born 
in England in November 1859 and 
came to the U.S. in 1886 at the age of 
about 26. Later census records give 
his address as 235 18" Street. (This is 
the old numbering, changed in 1955.) 
Naturalization records at the Oregon 
State Archives show that he declared 
his intent to become a citizen of the 
U.S. in Clatsop County on August 
13, 1889. His name appears in most 
of the city directories from 1901 to 
1931 with occupation listed first as 
a seaman, then in 1904 as president 
of the International Longshoremen, 
Marine and Transport Workers’ 
Association, Local Union No. 536, 
then a sailor again in 1906 (the year of 
the 8.8 earthquake in Columbia and 
Equador), constable, longshoreman, 
then finally watchman in 1920. No 
occupation is listed in 1931. 

The free online index to Astoria 
and other Oregon newspapers (http:// 
oregonnews.uoregon.edu/) brought 
up a mention of John Sayer from the 
Morning Oregonian and one about 
another Liverpool Jack living on the 
other side of the continent. 

The Longshoremen’s union was on 
strike in Astoria in 1904 when John 
Sayer was president of the local. The 
paper reported that President Sayer 
had asked the Alaska Fishermen’s 
Packing Company that chartered 





the American ship Berlin, about to 
come down the river, to hire union 
men. A spokesman for the company 
responded that the crew would unload 
the boat and hire union men if they 
were then needed. No action was 
planned on the part of the union 
until the Central Labor Council was 
to meet. According to the newspaper, 
no trouble was expected. Sayer served 
no more than about two years as 
president of the union. 

From 1908 to 1913, John Sayer was 
listed in the city directories as an 
Astoria constable. His time on the job 
was marred by an unfortunate acci- 
dent (fortunately listed in the Astoria 
Public Library’s newspaper index). 
It happened on June 10, 1911 while 
the city was preparing to welcome 
thousands of visitors to help celebrate 
Astoria’s 100" birthday. Among those 
in town making the rounds of the 
saloons was Private Roy Jones of 
the 93rd Company, Coast Artillery 
stationed at Fort Stevens. According 
to the Astoria Daily Budget, Jones 
and another man were fighting on 
the street opposite the Mug Saloon 
(located on the southwest corner of 9 
and Astor streets). When Constable 
Sayer tried to arrest Jones, the latter 
drew his arm back to hit Sayer. Sayer 
then backed up and pulled out his 
gun, firing it accidentally. The bul- 
let struck Jones in the right cheek, 
without apparently hitting anything 
vital. He was taken to the hospital 
where City Physician Pilkington took 
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the bullet out of his neck about two 
inches back of the right ear. Jones 
had lost quite a bit of blood, but 
appeared to be okay and was released 
from the hospital two days later to 
return to Fort Stevens. Ten days later, 
Constable Sayer was arraigned before 
County Judge Judd on a charge of as- 
sault with a dangerous weapon on the 
soldier, Roy Jones. Bonds were fixed 
at $250 to appear for the preliminary 
hearing. On July 10° almost a month 
after the shooting, Roy Jones died 
in the post hospital at Fort Stevens. 
Cause of death was a hemorrhage 
from the veins and arteries around 
the wound. Three operations had been 
performed on these wounds and it 
had seemed that Jones was recovering 
nicely. He was even allowed to spend 
time outdoors, but then suddenly 
relapsed. Jones was a favorite among 
his fellow soldiers, an athletic 23 year- 
old man from Decatur, Illinois. His 
comrades raised about $200 to aid in 
the prosecution of the case against 
Constable Sayer. Coroner Gilbaugh 
summoned a (coroner’s) jury includ- 
ing R. C. Lee, J. F. Welch, C. Drilling, 
R. Carruthers, J. E. Hartman and 
F. P. Leekley. The coroner’s jury went 
to Fort Stevens to hear testimony 
from witnesses there. The charge 
was later changed to manslaughter. 
The case finally went for trial on 
July 2", 1912 with the jury directed 
to return a verdict of not guilty, but 


much argument ensued and the case 
was referred to the grand jury. Jurors 
called were: Joseph Schamberger, 
William Olson, William Hartill, 
John L. Matson, Charles Wright, 
Jacob Sture, Mark J. Johnson, 
B. W. Otto, W. W. Sale, Tim Leahy, 
Phil Bower and M. Devereaux. More 
argument ensued. The judge ruled 
that because the prosecution had not 
properly framed the charge under 
the statute for which it was brought, 
they would have to bring a verdict of 
not guilty. 

John Sayer continued onas Astoria’s 
constable until January 1913 when he 
was replaced by D. Starnes. He then 
returned to longshoring. Jack Sayer 
died at the Oregon State Hospital 
in Salem on August 30, 1938 from 
chronic myocarditis. He was last 
able to work in 1920, having been 
employed as a sailor and longshore- 
man. The death certificate shows 
that he was born in England, but the 
names of his parents are unknown. 
His remains were cremated and may 
perhaps have been among the many 
that lined the shelves at the state hos- 
pital waiting for relatives who would 
never come to reclaim them. The local 
newspapers do not give an obituary 
for him. Was he Liverpool Jack? We 
still don’t know but as a result of our 
search, we did learn about another 
interesting old character from Clatsop 
County. 
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ASTORIAS PHOTOGRAPHER 
FRED WILSON 


By Judy Wilson 


F you live in 

Astoria or have 
ties to that city 
on Oregon’s 
Columbia River, 
you undoubtedly 
have a photograph 
in your collection 
inscribed with 
the logo, “Wilson 
Studio, Astoria.” 
Fred Wilson was 
my great uncle. 

Fredrick Charles 
“Fred” Wilson was 
born August 30, 
1888 in Astoria, 
Oregon, the son of 
John & Johanna 
(Mattsdotter 
Runtujarvi) Wilson, Finnish im- 
migrants who settled in Astoria in 
1881. [John Wilson was featured in the 
Winter 2011 Cumtux of The Clatsop 
County Historical Society.] 

Fred lived with his brothers in the 
family home at 72 Columbia Blvd. in 
Astoria He was a very successful pho- 
tographer who won various acclaims 
for his studio work and was taken by 
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cancer in 1943. 

Fred enjoyed 
local community 
sports. As a young 
man he played 
baseball and 
football on local 
Astoria commu- 
nity teams. Later 
he was an avid 
golfer and mem- 
ber of the Astoria 
Golf and Country 
Club. 

In 1909 Fred 
Wilson bought 
the Carter 
Photographic 
Studio in the Star 
Theatre Building. 


SELF PORTRAIT OF FRED WILLSON 





Mr. Wilson was formerly with A. A. Saari 
and has a wide experience in photograph- 
ing. The studio is well-equipped and he 
is prepared to do the highest class work. 
[Astoria Daily Budget, January 20, 1910] 





In 1912 Fred was chronicled in an 
article from the “Centennial History 
of Oregon”, 1912, Vol. 4 
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FRED AND AGNES WILSON 


“Fred C. Wilson, proprietor of a 
splendidly equipped photographic 
studio in Astoria, his native city and 
is one of the representative young 
businessmen of northwestern Oregon. 
At the usual age Fred C. Wilson 
entered the public schools, passing 
through consecutive grades until he 
put aside his textbooks to become an 
active factor in the business world. For 
some time he was assistant to A.A. 
Saari, a photographer, and eventually 
purchased the studio of H. S. Carter 
in January 1909. He is still proprietor 
of this establishment and has built 
up a gratifying business. The studio 
contains four rooms, well-equipped 
for carrying on photography according 
to the latest processes. He had but little 
capital when he began business for 
himself but was soon accorded a liberal 
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patronage because of the excellence 
of his work and has discharged all in- 
debtedness on his studio and now has 
a profitable business. In his political 
views Mr. Wilson is a republican and 
keeps well informed on the questions 
of the day. His religious faith is that of 
the Lutheran church and his fraternal 
relations are with the Foresters. He 
also belongs to the Four-A Athletic 
club. He is interested in music and his 
personal talent in that direction finds 
expression in his membership with the 
Pacific Orchestra, with which he was 
connected for seven years when the 
demands of his business left him no 
time for active participation in musi- 
cal circles. For a time he was a piano 
player of the orchestra and later had 
the snare drums. His musical ability 
and attractive social qualities have 
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THE WILSON’S NEW HOME AT 267 BOND STREET. 


gained for him many friends and he 
is rapidly making for himself a most 
creditable position in business circles 
of his native city.” 


In 1913, he married Astoria local, 
Agnes Karinen in Portland, Oregon. 
She was the daughter of Frederick 
Karinen and Emma Amanda 
(Johnson) Karinen. Anges was born 
March 8, 1891. After Fred’s death in 
1943 she married long-time friend, 
Alex Sarpola in 1944. Agnes died July 
3, 1963. Fred and Agnes Wilson lived 
in a lovely home on Bond Street in 
Astoria. The house remains in that 
location today. 
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Fred Wilson Builds Residence on 2nd & 
Bond: Fred Wilson, local photographer, has 
let a contract to John A. Niemi for the erec- 
tion of a fine modern bungalow on Bond 
Street between 2nd and 3rd Streets. Work 
on same commenced early this week. 
[Astoria Daily Budget, Jan. 22, 1915 page 6] 


Fred Wilson won many awards for 
his photography. Some of the notices 
for these awards were reported in local 
Astoria newspapers. 

* 1923 — “Wilson, Fred C. — Active 
in Astoria, 1911-1923, operating as 
Wilson Studio.” The subtitle of the 
book is “A reference guide to photog- 
raphers working in the 19th Century 
American West”; Biographies of 
Western Photographers, page 399. 

* 1923 — Wins photo contest Victoria 
BC, Astoria Budget, Aug. 30, 1923 

* 1926 — Wins photo awards, Astoria 
Budget, Sept 25, 1926, p. 6 
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VIEW OF THE WILSON’S MUSIC ROOM. 


° 1927 — Amerikan Suomalaisia Member Benevolent Protective Order 
p. 301 translated: “WILSON, FRED _ of Elks. Attended school in Astoria, 
C., photographer, Astoria, Oregon. Ore., devoting himself to the profes- 
Born August 30, 1888, Astoria, Ore. sion of photography. He studied five 
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VIEW OF THE WILSON’S DINING ROOM. 
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FRED AND AGNES WITH THEIR CAT. 
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years at Alfred Saari’s photography 
studio in Astoria, Ore., establish- 
ing his own photography studio in 
1909. The Photographers Ass’n of the 
Pacific Northwest recognized him as 
a member at its annual meeting in 
Vancouver, B.C., in about 1921. He 
received 1st Award and tst-Honor 
Award in womens’ portraiture. In 
Victoria, in 1922, at which time he was 
not judged, but he was praised for his 
display of numerous photos (100 at 
least) and, without splitting hairs, 97 
were of high quality.” 

* 1930 — wins Seattle blue ribbons, 
Morning Astorian, Aug. 26, 1930. 


Fred Wilson died Feb. 10, 1943. His 
death certificate cited melanoma as the SELF PORTRAIT OF FRED WILSON 
cause of death. 


Photographer Wilson Dies: 

Death came Wednesday evening following an extended illness to Fredrick 
Charles Wilson, 54, prominent local photographer who was widely known for 
his portraiture. 

A native of Astoria he was born here Aug. 30, 1888 and attended local schools. 
He began his photographic career at the early age of 16 and continued in this work 
until his recent illness. He was married in Portland to Agnes Karinen, an Astoria 
girl, in 1913 and returned to Astoria with his bride to make his home here. 

He won fourteen national portrait awards besides winning high recognition 
in other contests. Active in social and civic work, he was treasurer of the Astoria 
Gyro Club for many years and was also a member of the Temple lodge, AF and 
AM, Astoria Chamber of Commerce and the Astoria Golf and Country Club. 

Surviving him are his widow, Agnes, a half sister, Mrs. Sandra Panttaja of 
California, and two brothers, Richard A. Wilson of California and J. Edward 
Wilson of Beaverton. 

Funeral services will be held Friday at 1:30 at the Hughes Memorial chapel 
with Rev. R. A. Fedje pastor of the First Methodist church officiating. Committal 
service in Ocean View cemetery will be conducted by Temple lodge, AF and AM. 
All Masons are requested to meet at the Masonic temple Friday at 1 O'clock to 
open the lodge for the funeral service. Services are under the direction of the 


Hughes-Ransom Mortuary.” [Astoria Budget, Feb. 11, 1943, page 1] 
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The Life of a 13-year old girl. 


SHAWN Hope’s DIARY 


By Shawn Hope 


Introduction 

At the age of thirteen, we were not 
yet adults and not still children but a 
strange combination of the two. We 
climbed trees in the woods and built 
forts and squabbled with our siblings, 
but we also baby sat to earn money to 
buy new clothes and we learned to cook 
and clean and take on other responsibili- 
ties of the household. 

Shawn was the fifth of eight children 
born to John Conlin Hope and Sybil 
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SHAWN HopE Ca. 1964 





Gloria (Bobbie) Roman Hope. Since 
her parents both worked, Shawn had 
her share of chores. She also had a lively 
social life which brought joy and pain. 
Shawn attended the Catholic school in 
Astoria, Star of the Sea, and much of 
her diary reflects her relationship with 
her teachers and classmates. Some ele- 
ments of her story are ones we have all 
experienced. 

The following are excerpts from 
Shawn's diary. 


ANUARY 1965. I am 13 years of age. 

This diary was a gift from my sister 
Sally Hope. It was given to me on 
December 25, 1964, as a Christmas 
present. I love the dear Lord, for he 
is my Beloved Father who made Sister 
Frances Ann [ Shawn’s teacher]. I love 
you dear God!!! Shawn Hope. 

Sister Frances Ann is my favorite 
person in this whole diary, besides 
me. I hope I will see her in my next 
school year. 

January 1, 1965. Friday. Last night 
I baby sat at the Griffin’s house from 
8:00 p.m. until 2:20 a.m. I banged 
pots and pans at midnight on their 
porch [to celebrate the New Year]. I 
got to sleep by 3:00 a.m. or so. I went 
to 9:30 a.m. Mass. Almost all day I 


36 CLatsop County Historica SOCIETY 


cleaned the kitchen. 

January 2, Saturday. | read a book, 
then I made a dress. It is too short to 
fit me because it’s too tight around my 
hips. I went to our Catholic Parochial 
School which is named Star of the Sea 
School. Then I went to the game and 
yelled and screamed for our team. We 
won the first game and lost the second 
game. I went with Susan and Judy. 

January 3, Sunday. Last night it 
snowed and the electricity went off. I 
had to sweep the Kitchen even though 
it was Sally Hope’s week to do it. 

January 5, 1965, Tuesday. One year 
ago today Grandpa James Leo Hope, 
former Astoria City Attorney, died. 
Today we had to go to school. Sister 
Francis Anne was still sick and we had 
to have different teachers today. These 
Nuns probably think I am dumb. 
Sister Theresa Moreen is mean. Mrs. 
Jermaine is our Math teacher and she’s 
very nice. She gave me a “B.” 

January 7, Thursday. This morning 
I got up and then I went to school. I 
don’t like Sister Theresa Moreen. 

January 8, Friday. After school 
Patty, Mary, and I went to visit Sister 
Frances Ann who was very sick and 
couldn’t teach us any more. Sister 
Frances Ann walks so slowly, she’s so 
skinny and she has changed dramati- 
cally. I barely ever talk to her. 

January 9, Saturday. 1 did all my 
homework until after 12:00 noon. 
Then I had an egg salad sandwich 
for lunch. I went over to Judy’s 
house to show her my picture in the 
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SISTER FRANCES ANN, JUNE 1965 


Legionnaire paper. I completed my 
household jobs by mangling’ today. 

January 10, Sunday. Dear Diary: 
Today I got home from baby-sitting 
the Griffins at 3:00 a.m. I went to 9:30 
a.m. Mass. I came home and we went 
out to breakfast. I went to the Astor 
Column with Mary. 

January 11, Monday. Dear Diary: 
Today Sister Frances Ann came back 
to school again. I had to have Sister 
Theresa Moreen—Phooey. I hope 
Sister Frances Ann comes back to our 
classroom soon. 

January 12, Tuesday. Decision to 
become a Nun. Dear Diary: Today 
I got up at 6:30 a.m. or 6:45 a.m. I 
kept talking in school but Sister didn’t 
check me off. I bet she’ll mark it on 
the report card. Just wait. I bet I will 
never get Sister Frances Ann back 
again. She’s got cancer and she was 
sent to a Portland Hospital today. I 
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JouHn Con in Hope AND HIS WIFE SyBIL GLORIA (BoBBIE) ROMAN Hope AND THEIR 
CHILDREN ON THEIR 1957 CHRISTMAS CARD. 


IMAGE COURTESY OF SHAWN Hope 





LEFT TO RIGHT: SHAWN, SALLY, Motty, LALA RomAN, PEGGY, AND Merry AT LALa’s 
COTTAGE IN CANNON Beacu, AUGUST 1957. 
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hope she never dies. I’m sending her 
a letter telling her that I’m going to be 
a Nun and I would like to run away 
from home so I can be one. Good 
night dear Lord. 

January 13, Wednesday. This morn- 
ing I went to iron my patch on my 
pants and I ruined the iron. 

January 15, Friday. | wrote a going 
away note to Sister Frances Ann. I had 
baton lessons today at the American 
Legion Club at 4:30 p.m. I baby sat 
at Griffins again. Also, I love Sister 
Frances Ann. She’s so nice. She’s 
getting weak now and had to be 
transported to a Portland hospital. I 
hope Sister Theresa Moreen leaves and 
I hope it’s soon. 

January 15, Saturday. Today was 
Mom?’s birthday and she was very 
sick. I got her some Evening in Paris 
Perfume (for $1.00). I went downtown 
and got some candy hearts and a kite. 
We took it down to Gyro Field and 
then the wood part broke in half. The 
perfume I got mom smelt really nice. 
She even put some on me. 

January 17, Sunday. \ went to 9:30 
a.m. Mass and noticed the altar was 
turned toward us instead of away 
from us. This was a changing of the 
times for the Catholic Church.* We 
watched Judy Garland in the “Wizard 
of Oz.” 

*This was an attempt in the 1960s to 
make those attending church feel they 
were a part of the ceremonial activities 
of the Catholic clergy. 

January 18, Monday. | got up at 7:45 


a.m., did my homework. We had a 
Reading test today. I did very poorly. 
I then went home, did homework 
and cleaned the house. Sister Theresa 
Moreen made us write letters to Sister 
Frances Ann. I wasn’t going to write 
a private letter to Sister Frances Ann 
because Sister Theresa Moreen would 
read my letter and I don’t want her 
to know I want to be a Nun. Good 
Night. 

January 19, Tuesday. | got up at 6:50 
a.m. to go to church for Sister Frances 
Ann. We had our English test and 
I got an “80.” I went to the Astoria 
Public Library after school for Sally 
Hope. I’m mad at myself for cutting 
my hair last Thursday. Straight hair 
is in, not curly wavy hair like I was 
born with. I feel as though Sister 
Frances Ann is going to die. I hope 
not because I love her. 

January 20, Wednesday. We finished 
our spelling six week’s test and I got 
“too.” Last time I took the Spelling 
test I received a “gs.” 

January 21, Thursday. Tonight 
Merry Carol, the brat, took my diary 
and read it to Hilary Hope and Molly 
Hope. Today I found out that Merry 
is a very good liar committing sins 
against God. 

January 25, Monday. \ got up late 
this morning and went to school. We 
got some of our test grades given back. 
I got “72” in Social Studies and that’s a 
“C.” I got “86” in Religion and that’s 
a “B.” Sister Theresa Moreen said I 
have some good thoughts in this nut 
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on my shoulders. 

January 26, Tuesday. Today we 
received our report cards and mine 
was awful. I’m just going to write 
Sister Frances Ann a letter and tell her 
I don’t want to be a Nun because of 
my awful grades. (Sister Frances Ann 
later on told me: “You don’t have to 
be smart to be a Nun.”) 

January 30, Saturday. Writing 
Poems. I wrote another play today. 
We fixed the basement up and then 
started working on the play. It stars 
Judy, Julie and me. The play was about 
our parents and that they had left us. 
At the end of the play, Julie, whose 
stage name is Sara, dies. 

February 4, Thursday. | got a suit 
today. I have to give the suit to Mrs. 
Van [at Anita Shops] so that she can 
sew it up to fit me. Mom said that I 
have to save the suit for Easter. We're 
having roast for dinner. We get candy 
afterwards, chewy, chewy Tootsie 
Rolls. Merry Carol spanked me so 
I hit her with a hanger. Then Peggy 
Hope hit me with the hanger and it 
hurt. She made a mark on my arm 
when she hit me. 

February 5, Friday. When I got 
home tonight I started working on 
my homework. Then I went to get a 
pencil to start my Arithmetic, and I 
couldn’t find my pencil case. It was 
red and was filled with lots of pens 
and pencils. I prayed to God that 
night to help me find it. Maybe my 
prayers aren’t answered the first time, 
but they usually are the second time. 


February 10, Wednesday. | want to 
be a Nun. The other day Kathleen 
found my pencil case in her bedroom. 
I had gone to church and asked God 
to help me find it. He found it in less 
than a week. I was stupid in Math and 
God showed me how to do it by going 
to church. Every day I go to church. 
And [also give a great amount of time 
to my homework. I could feel God say 
that He would help me. I need Him 
so I will give myself to Him. I hope 
He needs me a lot. 

February 15, Monday. We had P. E. 
and Patty and I did yells. I sure can’t 
get cheerleader next year if I don’t 
get busy and practice my cheers. I 
was doing a cheer and all the Seventh 
Graders walked over and watched 
me. Patty asked me how I could do it 
in front of everyone. Then Romaine 
Minsker said, “You better get your 
voice higher and louder if you want 
to be cheerleader.” 

February 16, Tuesday. | was un- 
happy because of my stupid voice and 
unpopularity. We decided to climb up 
to the top of the bleachers. Patty and 
I threw paper at Dan Ewald. 

February 19, Friday. Extra Very 
Special Day!!! Today Sister Frances 
Ann came back. I’m so happy but 
I’m scared of what I told her in my 
letter. I told her I wanted to be a Sister 
or a Teacher in one letter and in the 
other letter I told her I didn’t want 
to because of my grades with Sister 
Theresa Moreen. I stayed after school 
and when Sister peeked in the door, I 
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hid behind Judy’s back. After a while 
Sister Frances Ann told us to leave. 
Patty B. and Judy W. went in front of 
me and Sister pulled me back and said 
I was a good worker and more. I then 
put my hands over my face. 

February 21, Sunday. \ just decided 
to run away and become a Sister and 
use the name Sister Frances Ann 
because I love her. 

March 6, Saturday. Today I went 
to clean up Sister’s yard yet everyone 
thought we were at the Viking Roller 
Rink. We raked and cleaned the yard. 
Later, Sister brought out some cook- 
ies. She got mad at me because we 
wouldn't go home. She said she told us 
to go home a long time ago. She said 
we need our dinner. I told her I was 
too fat and didn’t need dinner. She 
said I wasn’t fat. I said well I weighed 
85 pounds. The reason we were raking 
the yard was because we had gone 
downtown to Safeway on our lunch 
hour and Romaine Minsker and Sue 
Smith went home because we were 
late getting back from lunch. I went to 
the church and prayed until my next 
class came and the Nun told me that I 
had to rake leaves for my punishment 
for skipping a class. I didn’t think I 
should have been punished since I 
went to church before returning to 
class. 

March 8, Monday. 1 went to church 
and Communion but it didn’t help 
my day. I missed 12 in English. That’s 
awful for me. I usually receive “As”; 
but I got a “B” which is “88.” We raked 


leaves in Sister’s yard again. Sister told 
us to go home. I told Sister, “No.” I 
told her it was too early for dinner. 

March 9, Tuesday. Today we got 
our report cards. am mad at Sister 
Frances Ann and Sister Ardis Ann 
because I only got two “A’s” and the 
rest were “B’s.” I try so hard to get 
good grades and usually always get 
“too’s” except for a few grades in 
the “80's.” I don’t want to take Sister 
Frances Ann’s name any more. She 
isn’t nice to me any more. 

March 13, Saturday. Tom Stangland, 
our neighbor down the hill, played 
basketball with me tonight. I like 
him because he’s funny. I hope Tom 
marries me some day even if he is 19 
and I’m 13; no difference!! 

March 15, Monday. Today after 
school, I walked past Sister Frances 
Ann’s desk and kept on looking at 
her. I didn’t smile and she said can’t 
you smile. I said, “I might.” Then she 
made an awful face at me. 

March 19, Friday. Today at school 
the map which was on the wall fell 
down and almost hit Sister Frances 
Ann’s head. I shook and felt like it did 
hit her. I thought she would die. She 
had pushed her chair back and put 
her head forward; then the map fell. 

March 20, Saturday. Today I had 
to keep on borrowing money from 
mom. I tried to get my pictures, paper, 
stapler, etc., for my Science Exhibit. I 
hope to get farther than County [level 
of competition] this time. I’ve spent 
enough time on it. God help me. He 
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FRESHMEN CLASS GIRLS AT STAR OF THE SEA SCHOOL IN APRIL 1967, PHOTO BY 
Becky RUMMELL. LEFT TO RIGHT: KATHY FLABETICH, PaTTy LAFERRIERE, BRENDA 
TARABOCHIA, SHAWN Hope, AND SUE SMITH. 


will if 1 ask Him. 

April 3, Saturday. 1 went to the 
Viking Roller Rink and Judy got in 
front of me for the song “Li’] Abner” 
and only one boy skated with me. 
Judy was so happy because so many 
guys asked her to skate and that she 
wants to go skating next week, too. 

April 4, Sunday. Today Molly Hope 
and I went on Tourist No. 1 Ferry 
Boat ride to Washington and we 
ended up getting off in Washington. 
We walked one way and there was 
no end to that direction, so we 
walked the other way until we came 
to Chinook. Then we came upon a 
construction site for the new Astoria/ 
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Megler Bridge. We then saw the 
Ferry Boat coming into Washington 
and we ran and then found out, it 
was the wrong Ferry Boat. There are 
three or four Ferry Boats which go 
from Astoria to Washington (Tourist 
No. 1, Tourist No. 2, and the M R 
Chessman). We had originally gotten 
on the Middle-sized Ferry, Tourist 
No. 2. The ferry that was coming was 
the Little Ferry (Tourist No. 1). When 
we got on the Ferry, it didn’t have 
anything to eat [no restaurant]. After 
we got home from taking the ferry 
back to Astoria, dad said we couldn’t 
have walked all the way to Chinook, 
but we really did! 
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April 11, Sunday. Today, instead of 
Pat Hope helping dad, I helped him 
at the Fur Trader Cocktail Lounge. 

April 12, Monday. (Easter Time). 
Today I asked mom via Merry Carol, 
if I could wear nylons. Mom said 
Peggy Hope and Sally Hope didn’t 
wear nylons until Eighth Grade 
Graduation. I told mom everyone 
in my class was wearing nylons, but 
mom said she wouldn't believe that 
until she saw it. Patty was the one 
who wanted me to ask my mom but 
I told Patty that my mom would say 
no and she did. 

April 14, Wednesday. Today I got 
my fifth check mark for talking in 
class. That means I'll have to do a 
dictionary page over the holidays. I 
know I'll flunk my Social Studies test. 
I hope God will help me. 

April 17, Saturday. Today when 
I was downtown trying on a new 
blouse at J. C. Penney Co., I took my 
Miss Liz blouse off and was waiting 
for Molly Hope to give me the other 
blouse when Danny Braun looked in 
at me. I was so embarrassed because 
he is in my homeroom class. I got 
the blouse on very fast and showed 
mom. It was tight. Mom said, “Does 
it fit, alright?” I was looking down 
and said “Yes,” because I didn’t want 
Danny Braun to see me. We went to 
the Hat Shop (Astoria Apparel) and 
bought me a hat. 

April 21, Wednesday. | went swim- 
ming for the second time this year at 
the Y.M.C.A. When I got home, I 
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JouHNn TARABOCHIA (FOREGROUND) 
AND LouiE RULJANCICH IN THE 7TH 
GRADE. SHAWN SAT IN FRONT OF 
JOHN. JUNE 1965. 


was looking at Steven Gaidosh and I 
missed the step by my house, tripped 
and fell on the ground. Everyone 
started laughing at me. 

April 22, Wednesday. | pretended I 
was Kellie (my make believe person) 
and she (I) went to talk to Tom 
Stangland and he believed I was 
Kellie. 

April 24, Saturday. | received Silver 
on my Science Project. I spent over 
$5.00 on just some parts of it. I almost 
cried because I was so unhappy. I am 
a pig and weigh 99 pounds. My legs 
are fatter than Peggy Hope and Sally 
Hope’s. 

May 2, Sunday. Today was Hilary 
Hope’s First Communion. She was 
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late to church to walk down the aisle 
with her classmates. I had to take her 
down the aisle to her class who were 
already sitting down in the benches 
of the church. I spent more than fifty 
cents on candy. I weigh 100 pounds 
so I did some exercises. I’m going to 
pretend I’m sick so I won't have to eat 
dinner tonight. Of course, I got stuck 
having to eat something. Merry Carol 
helped dad at the Fur Trader instead 
of me. I stayed home with Hilary 
and we had ice cream but I couldn’t 
finish mine. 

May 8, 1965 Saturday. | guess God 
helped me. I’ve really lost weight 
today. Sally Hope gave me a new suit 
with two pieces to it. I also got a new 
coat and a new purse. I’ve had my hair 
up all day long and last night, too. I 
went downtown with Merry Carol to 
see what I could find. [They went to 
the 88 cent store.] 
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May 13, Thursday. Today is Molly 
Hope’s birthday. First, I had some of 
Molly Hope’s cake. Then I did the 
paper route. I did some of my home- 
work. I went to the recital at school. I 
sure was talking at the recital. I even 
whistled. 

May 20, Thursday. Today decided 
to make up with Patty and so I said I 
wouldn’t be mad at her. 

May 21, Friday. Unhappiness again. 
Today when I walked past Sister Ardis 
Ann, I said good morning after she 
said it to me and she pulled me back 
and got mad at me because she didn’t 
know I had already said it. 

May 28, Friday. Today I brought 
my camera to school. At the morning 
recess, I tried to get a picture of Sister 
Frances Ann. She looked at me and 
then I told her to smile and she said 
she didn’t know how. Later, after re- 
cess was over, I ran up ahead of Sister 
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and as she walked in the door, I got a 
picture of her. Mom’s mad because I 
always do work for Sister Frances Ann 
at the school, church, Rectory and the 
Nuns’ house. 

June 3, Thursday. Today | stayed in 
the house until noon. At noon I took 
a sack lunch to Shively City Park. 
On the way there, I went to Clarx 
Confectionery and spent twenty-five 
cents. My friends and I played stupid 
games at the park. When I got home, 
I stayed in the house and played the 
piano. 

June 5, Saturday. | got up at 9:00 
a.m. That’s pretty good for me. I went 
downtown to the Astor Library. I 
checked out four easy books. I went 
over to Lawson’s Confectionery and 
got a fruit drink for five cents. Later 
I got some candy. 

June 11, Friday. Fish Day. We can’t 
have meat on Fridays due to the 
Catholic Religion so we almost always 
have fish from mom’s workplace. I 
went downtown and bought a new 
bathing suit cap at J. C. Penney Co. 
I went swimming at 11:00 a.m. Judy 
and I started building our club house. 

June 12, Saturday. Dear Diary: I 
slept in until 9:00 a.m. You may not 
think that that is good because you 
always sleep in all the time. I built 
our fort but I still doubt if it will 
ever come to be. I went out to collect 
money from the Budget customers. 

June 15, Tuesday. Tapiola Pool 
opened today. I got up and was going 
to do my Jack LaLanne exercises but 


then Mrs. Nelson called for me to 
get some groceries at Modern Cash 
Grocery. We finished painting the 
Club House and everyone chose me 
to be the President. 

June 18, Friday. Today first of 
all, Mrs. Snell, our neighbor, called 
the police to come up to our Club 
House and ordered us to take it down 
because it was on her property, which 
property she never uses because it 
is across the street from her house. 
Dennis and Derrick Haley and David 
knocked the Club House down for 
us and we built a new one on Mrs. 
Nelson’s property. 

June 24, Thursday. Today was an- 
other boring day. First, I hung out the 
clothes. I was still in my night clothes 
and my rollers. Sally Hope and Peggy 
Hope both asked me why I didn’t take 
my hair out of the rollers. I told them 
I have a reason for putting it up but 
not for taking it down. 

July 19, Monday. Aimee and Julie 
Griffin’s birthday. I made up the 
play, “The Mysterious Phone Call.” 
I wouldn’t go outside to see Judy 
because I was making up piano songs. 
Hilary Hope was acting like a clown. 
I dressed Julie Griffin up. I also found 
some Long Johns and I made a doll 
out of them. I put the doll in Mrs. 
Beckley’s Cherry tree. I saw Tom 
Stangland and he looked like he just 
came from the beach. I tried to hide 
from him behind my sister, Molly 
Hope. Merry Carol said, “There’s your 
lover boy, Shawn.” 
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July 21, Wednesday. Ring-a-ding 
time for suckers. Today was supposed 
to be the end of the world but instead 
of that, it was almost the end of my 
finger. I got a ring stuck on my finger 
and I couldn’ get it off. 

July 28, Wednesday. Unhappy news: 
Judy doesn’t think I'll get cheerleader 
for the coming school year. Merry 
Carol and I did the paper route and 
I did it in my bathing suit. My face 
got black from my hands holding the 
Budget and putting my hands on my 
face. | went swimming at the “Y.” 

August 2, Monday. | am going to 
name everything I eat. 1am going to 
see how much food I don’t eat starting 
today. ... late too much food today so 
I can’t tell you how much. I bought a 
new purse at J. C. Penney Co. Inc. for 
$3.00, went swimming and we were 
late for the paper route. People were 
mad. Judy and I dressed up in baby 
clothes. I even wore pigtails. I got 
my tent in the mail. We're sleeping 
outside tonight. 

August 24, Tuesday. Today I got 
up and went outside wearing my 
orange jeans and sweater. I went 
up into the woods and I fell and 
pretended I was dead. At noon I had 
a hot dog and can-o-pop and a few 
potato chips. When Merry and I 
were ready to go on the paper route, 
we brought some money to spend at 
Clarx Confectionery. Hilary Hope 
was holding my money and somehow 
lost my quarter. It was in her pocket. 
We found a huge bag of M&M's. I 


climbed up a tree with Mike Carlin 
and Judy took over my baby-sitting 
job at Griffins. Judy got jealous of 
Carlin and me. Judy’s a butt head. 

September 4, Saturday. | got my 
hair cut at 10:00 a.m. at a salon. It’s 
terrible!!! The lady cut my hair too 
short. It was only supposed to be 
thinned and Molly’s already short 
hair was thinned instead of cut. The 
lady didn’t even ask us who was who 
and what each child is having done. 
We picked up our clothes from Sears 
Roebuck and Co. and then we went 
shopping and I got some shoes. I got 
my first girdle and Merry Carol got 
one, too. We went out for lunch and 
had hamburgers and cake at Pat & 
Len’s. Then we went out to Super 
Value. We had pizza for dinner with 
pop to drink. I had to hem up my 
dress because it was too long. ’m 
baby-sitting the Griffins [now]. I 
received $2.25 and I got home at 2:00 
a.m. We worked at the Fur Trader and 
then we got a treat at Custard King. 

September 7, Tuesday. School starts 
today!!! I got Sister Ardis Ann. I went 
to church but I came back home and 
then I went to school at 8:30 a.m. I 
registered and Sister Ardis Ann, my 
teacher, said to Merry Carol, that she 
doesn’t think I like being in her class. 

September 10, Friday. Yoday I found 
out that I live three lives. A natural 
friendly life at home and with the 
family; a private life, I have a passion 
to be a nun; and an unfriendly, im- 
mature life at school. 
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October 8, Friday. At school Sister 
Ardis Ann got mad at me for talking 
and she let the whole class hear what 
she said to me. She said that she’s had 
enough of this talking of mine. 

October 18, Monday. Children’s 
Bazaar. At the Bazaar, I went to Bob 
Morris’ fishing booth and I got a 
checkers game. I went into the spook 
house and a boy threw a rag over 
me and I held onto Brenda and then 
someone separated us. I won a cake 
and I won the mystery game and so 
I got a prize for winning the game. 

October 22, Friday. | got up and 
went downstairs and mom gave me 
some invitations for my Halloween 
Birthday Party on October 29. I went 
to the last part of church. At school I 
gave the invitations out and I didn’t 
give Judy hers until the afternoon and 
she tried to make up to me. Brenda T., 
Susan, and I did our cheer in front of 
Patty, Sarah, and Tricia. Dan Ewald 
said the boys would vote for me for 
cheerleader. 

October 23, Saturday. | went down- 
town three times today. We went 
downtown another time to visit Lala 
(Grandma Peggy Ragnhild Becken 
Roman) in the hospital and Father 
Charles Borho came in the room 
while were visiting Lala. Mom said 
that Father Borho has a plate in his 
head from being shot in World War I. 

October 29, 1965, Monday. | am 14 
years old today and am quite small, 
not over 5 feet tall. I went with Judy 
to see the movie “Help” by the Beatles 


from England. I received very few 
presents. 

November 3, Wednesday. 1 went to 
school and at school we were talking 
about getting blouses for tomor- 
row for cheerleader try-outs. I went 
downtown after school with Brenda 
to Anita Shops. I also got a new coat 
from mom at Leons. Cheerleading 
try-outs are tomorrow and I know I 
won’ get it without the help of God. 

November 4, Thursday. Try-outs 
for Cheer leading. Sister Ardis Ann 
wouldn’t tell us who got cheerleader 
until tomorrow. When we were ready 
to try out, I started shivering. 

November 5, Friday. 1 GOT 
CHEERLEADER!! Sister Ardis Ann 
said she wasn’t going to tell us until 
after the first Friday Mass. After Mass, 
we found out that Brenda and I came 
in first. Then Patty and Kathy came 
in next. Katie and Judy came in as 
substitutes. I adore God, I really do!! 

November 8, Monday. At school 
Patty and Kathy said they thought 
our cheer was babyish. Sister Ardis 
Ann came and put her arms around 
my neck. 

December 16, Thursday. We have a 
Basketball game at home (Star of the 
Sea). Once [in class] when I turned 
around to talk to Romaine Minsker, 
Louie Ruljancich yelled at me to turn 
around. Gad, that got me mad. At the 
game Sally Hope and Chris sat there 
on the bleacher critiquing us. I threw 
ice at Bruce Rummell after the game. 

December 17, Friday. I got up early 
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and started working on my History 
report. When it came to History time, 
I stood up by my desk trying to give 
the report. I forgot everything and 
just couldn’t think of anything to 
say except to look at my paper which 
I gave to Patty L. Patty B. thinks 
Johnny Ray Tarabochia likes me, but I 
like Louie Ruljancich. I got in trouble 
for throwing crayons and had to stay 
after school and mop the stage floor. 

December 28, Tuesday. | asked 
Merry Carol if she wanted to go 
downtown and then we called Judy 
First, we went to Poole’s Music Shop 
and Judy bought some records. 
One record was called “Turn, Turn, 
Turn.” I then went to J. J. Newberry 
Co. and bought some candy hearts 
and a picture frame. I rode Hilary 
Hope’s bike at night and felt like I was 
riding into my future. It was a really 
funny feeling. 

Everything in this diary is very much 
True! | loved Sister Frances Ann who 
was my school teacher at Star of the 
Sea. Good Night for this whole year!!! 


Notes: 

Sister Frances Ann died the next year. 

The many references to eating and 
weight in this diary point to a problem 
with bulimia and anorexia. Shawn 
Hope speaks to groups occasionally 
about the medical complications of these 
disorders. 


*According to Wikipedia, “a mangle 
consist of a rotating padded drum 
which revolves against a heating ele- 





SHAwN Hore 


ment. Laundry is fed into the turning 
mangle and emerges flat and pressed 
on the other side.” 


**Turn, Turn, Turn” Music by Pete 
Seeger and lyrics by the Byrds (from 
the Book of Ecclesiastes in the Bible). 


To Everything (Turn, Turn, Turn) 
There is a season (Turn, Turn, Turn) 
And a time to every purpose, under 
Heaven 

A time to be born, a time to die 

A time to plant, a time to reap 

A time to kill, a time to heal 
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Editor’s Notes 


A Note from C. Philip Kearney, Professor Emeritus, University of Michigan. 


Dear Ms. Penner: 

I just received the Fall 2011 issue of CUMTUX and was delighted to see on 
the back cover my picture, as well as the pictures of my brother Richard, my two 
cousins Gerald and Frank Franciscovich, and my grandfather James F. Kearney. 
The house in the background and the steps are the home of my great-aunt and 
great-uncle Theresa (Gramms) Furney and Leo Furney at 338 33rd Street in 
Uppertown Astoria. 

I do, however, need to make one correction. I am not one of the boys sitting 
on the steps but rather the “unidentified” small boy standing/walking at the far 
right of the picture and looking at my grandfather. ‘The three boys sitting on the 
steps are—left to right—my cousin Frank (Punky) Franciscovich, my brother 
Richard, and my cousin Gerald Franciscovich (now deceased). I would guess the 
date is sometime in 1933 or very early 1934. In any event, it was a delight to see 
the picture and brought back fond memories. 

Kudos to you and your staff for continuing to do a wonderful job with 
CUMTUX. We look forward eagerly to receiving our quarterly copy and enjoying 
the many well written and delightful articles about old Astoria, its people, and 
our many friends and acquaintances. 

Sincerely 
C. Philip Kearney 


We also heard from others regarding our misnaming of the children. 
Patrick J. Kearney noted that James Francis Kearney, his great grandfather 
in the Cumtux photo wrote his daughter Theresa that “Dick and Phil...can 
make more noise when they get started than freight trains.” He also tells the 
story about the battle for election for Clatsop County Sheriff between Paul 
Kearney and his Finnish competitor Uuno Uunila who was related to Paul’s 
wife Martha. 


Additional Note: In regard to Fred Wilson’s photo studio — In the collection 


of images at the Heritage Museum are several thousand negatives from the 
Wilson Studio along with an index of the people featured in the photograph. 
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